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perfect flying conditions, and they were something we might have
to wait years to find. Two years of planning and work were going
by the board. I knew that Balchen was a good judge of weather
and that by turning back we might be escaping a storm—yet next
day we had ideal weather at the Wyatt Earp. I shall always believe
we could have gone through.
We flew northward right up through the heart of Graham Land.
Discoveries slid under the wings of the Polar Star. The prominent
topographical feature marked Cape Sobral on the latest charts I
found to be really an island. Behind it I saw an immense new fjord,
crevassed and walled with glaciers, cutting back north-west into the
Nordenskjold Coast for thirty miles. Five uncharted islands, three
fjords, and several conspicuous mountain-peaks were the trophies
of the flight, the result of which drastically changed the map of the
eastern side of the archipelago. Toward the north end of Graham
Land I observed a low pass through which could be described the
peaks of the South Shetland Islands, a hundred miles north.
We landed on the Snow Hill glacier two hours and a half after
our take-off, having flown about four hundred miles. I dropped
over the side of the plane and floundered down through the snow
to the launch. Balchen could tell how I felt. Wilkins, who had
come up, asked Balchen about it.
"Ellsworth can commit suicide if he likes," said the pilot, "but he
can't take me with him."
On the Wyatt Earp 1 pulled myself together, resolving to retrieve
as much as I could from the ruin of my hopes. I sent a dispatch to
the newspapers, blaming everything on the weather, which indeed
was atrocious that summer, and telling about the discoveries made
during the flight. I even left the inference that I might try again
next year, though I was far from feeling that way privately.
We all knew that this ended the expedition of 1934-35. It was a
question, in fact, whether we had not made our inconclusive
journey at the cost of having to spend the winter on Snow Hill
Island, even possibly at the cost of the destruction of the Wyatt
Earp and the necessity of having to put others to the trouble and
expense of rescuing us.
Winds that had held westerly were now shifting into the eastern
sector, and the loosening pack was slowly closing in on us. Already

